Words alone Cannot Describe 

the Moving Portrayals of Life's Most Heart- 



rending Romantic Conflicts ! 
You must SEE them for yourself in . . . 
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TJhere 

WAS SOME 
DISCUSSION 
BEFORE THE 

MEETING ENDED, 

SOME, LED BY 
MRS.SPEERj 

WERE FOR THE 
THRU-WAV ; 

OTHERS AGAINST 

IT. 

fT WA9 TH£ 
LATTERiAND THE 
MAJORITY WHO 
HADN'T (WADE A 
DECISION— THAT 
INTERESTED MEi 



CONTROVERSY 
I COULD 
ENCOURAGE 
OVER THE 
THRU-WAY 
COULD BE 
MY VOTE- 
GATHERING 
BANDWAGON 
TO THE CLUB 
PRESIDENCY.' 
50--- 



mi 




WELL, THIS 15 As FAR.) FINE.' I CAN 
AS I GO i LADIES ■ / SEE WE'VE 
'LLGOJOW ORK /BEEN OVERLOOK- 
ON OUR PLAN _^-HN<3 SOME VERY 
IMMEDIATELY. J COMPETENT LEADER- 
SHIR. X THINK YOU'LL 
GO FAR IN THIS 
COMMUNITY. CLAIRE . 



..IS" JF.c \2,1 t^ R Jj„" E T "f IS A BLESSING.' I 
P^f5L£t9E-¥P ABLE TO 5TOP ^ W0» COMING THROUGH 
i^Si^fZ, I , CAN HOL0 IT LONG ENOUGH TO 

MAKE ME THE TOWN-5 MOST TALKED ABOUT PERSON 
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VITHIN A 
WEEK i I HAD 
MY GROUP'S 
NOMINATION 
FOR PRESIDENT 
AND I BEGAN 
«W CAMPAIGN 
ON THE THRU- 
WAY ISSUE . 



[ sFCjXc TO 
EVERY PERSON I 
MET, USING 
EV6RY AR&UMENT 
I COULD THINK 
OF TO BRING 
THEM OVER, TO 
~ MY SIDE' 



THOUSANDS OF POST CARDS 
JUST LIKE THOSE HAVE MADE 
LAWNHAVEM SHU ARE FA MOO 3 
THROUGHOUT THE NATION .' 
THINK OF WHAT A CHANGE 
THE THRU-WAV WILL MAKE 
IN IT 1 




_ HAD A 
HUGE MAP OF 
THE DISTRICT 
MADE , WITH 
THE STATE'S 
ROUTE SHOWN 
IN BLACK. AND 
MY OWN 
PROPOSED 
DETOUR IM 
RED,! 

I HELD A 
MASS MEETING 
IN THE LOCAL 
THEATRE 
AND--- 



SURELY, THE ALTERNATE 
ROUTE WE PROPOSE , 
CAN BE ADOPTED.' 
THERE'S NO NEED FOB. 
THEM TO TEAR UP , 
LAWNWAVEN SQUARE . 
AND THEV WON'T, IF 
WE FIGHT IT i 



THEN CAST YOUR VOTES 
TOR ME i1F ELECTED 
PRESIDENT OF THE LAWN- 
HAVEN SQUARE WOMEN'S 
CLUBi I'LL GIVE THE STATE 
CAPITAL THE BIGGEST , 
BATTLE IN ITS HISTORY, 




JHE 
MEETING 
WAS A HUGE 
5UCCESS 
AND I KNEW 

THAT MY 
CHANCES FOR 
WINNING THE 
ELECTION 
WAS GOOD. 

A5 I 
GATHERED 
UP MY 
THINGS, 
PREPARING 
TO LEAVE 

THE 
THEATRE 




MISTER CURTIS P OHi 
YES ; YOU'RE THE STATE 
SURVEYOR. THAT AP- 
DRES5ED OUR MEETING 
50ME TIME AGO . 
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_. . _-R THAT. 
WE WER£ 
AiWAYS TOGETH- 
ER. WY CLUS 

WAS 



FAVORABLY, 
AND THERE WA* 
A TACIT AGREE- 
MENT 8ETW6EN 
DOHANPMENOT 
TO WSCUS5 OUR. 
DIFFERENT VIEW- 
POINTS ON THE 

THRU-WAY' 
ONE EVEMlWG 
AFTER A DAY 

|W THE 
COUNTRY--- 
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THE SEARCH FOR HONESTY. 



Pamela pondered the questior* How 
could she tell Bob that she did love him? She 
loved him as she had never loved a man before ' 
in her life. Hia brown wavy hair, his eyes so 
blue, and his infectious smile. All these she 
loved, and yet now when he had asked her why 
she didn't love him, she would not answer. 

"Once you did love me, Pamela," Boh went 
on. "Once you loved me very much. You told 
me so." 

A bronzed giant of a man, Bob had relaxed 
his magnificent body on the steps of Pamela's 
house. He seemed hurt, he was hurt. Not hurt 
physically, of course, because there seeme*d to 
be no force in existence which could ever roar 
that wonderful physique, but hurt inside, 
where strength was useless — his heart. 

For a moment Pamela wanted to throw her 
arms around him, and to kiss him, and tell him 
that she did love him but she resisted the urge 
And why? Surely there must be something 
wrong when this lovely blond girl and the 
tanned tousled-haired boy stayed apart. There 
was a reason, to be sure. 

"I'll tell you why I don't love you," Pamela 
said, her bright eyes alight as she came over and 
stood near him in the moonlight. "Bob, I could 
never love anyone who is as conceited as you 
are. You want me to tell you that I love you be- 
cause it will be another conquest for you. It 
will be something for you to boast about. I 
know how you have bragged around town that 
every girl is crazy for you. I know and I've 
heard what you have repeated when girls whis- 
pered things to you. Never will you have the 
opportunity to laugh at me, the way you have 
laughed at the others." 

"I never told anyone, and I never boasted 
about you, Pamela. Maybe I did say things 
about all the other girls who fell for me, but 
not about you," Bob aaid, 

Pamela knew this was true. He had never said 
anything about her. "I know, Bob, but you were 
different then. A lot different." 

Bob got up slowly and said goodnight. With 
the steps of a defeated man he walked sadly 



to his car and drove off. Pamela sat down on the 
porch by herself, lonely, almost on the verge of 
tears. There was no denying that she loved Bob. 
But, as she had said, he had been different then. 
It must have been all of six months now, that 
she had known bim. It was easy to find the 
exact date they had met because, like everyone 
else in town, she had gone down to the station 
with her parents when the first train load of 
men arrived for the construction work on the 
big, new dam. 

Bob had been there, practically the first man 
off the train, hitting the station even before the 
train stopped rolling. Any girl would notice 
him. Big, smiling, swashbuckling, he was. In no 
time at all they were going together. 

Bob had a captivating personality. People just 
naturally seemed to like him. He got along fine 
with girls, and on the job, be had a way of get- 
ting more work done than anyone else. At the 
time they started the dam, he was only in a 
minor position, the head of a digging gang, but 
soon his ability was recognized, and he moved 
up until now, he was almost third in command 
of the construction. 

"I love this, Pam," he had told her often. "To 
be able to move mountains, change the courses 
of rivers, blast trees and work piece by piece, 
until something grand and white and mechani- 
cal results." How happy she had been with him 
during those days and nights when they were 
going together. The way bis eyes would sparkle, 
and how he would clench his fists as he told her 
of what they had accomplished that day. It was 
something new and wonderful for her. Never be- 
fore had anything like it hit their little town, 
and never before had a boy hit Pamela the way 
Bob did. 

And then it happened. It could have been 
due to a number of reasons. The first, perhaps, 
was that the dam work was going along fine, 
and from that Bob took exceptional pride- 
Then, too, Bob was finding it easy to meet 
girls. They were all wild about him. Dpn't 
think for a moment that Pamela didn't like 
competition. Certainly she enjoyed going with 
a man other women were wild about. But some- 
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how she found that he was treating her much 
the same as he treated others. Calling up to 
break dates, not showing her enough attention, 
and dancing with some new girl at a dance 
more than he danced with her. 

Pamela came to the conclusion that Bob 
thought he could conquer women the same way 
he conquered the land and the rivers. And by 
*heer force, by his dynamic personality, she 
concluded women, too, would love him. A lot 
of them did. But this was not for Pamela. It 
was not her kind of love. He could not conquer 
her that way. She simply told him one night 
that she did not wish to see him any longer, 

"Don't think 'you can move me the same way 
you blast a rock out of the way," Pamela said. 
"I have a certain pride. I don't know about 
these other girls you've been seeing or what 
they have done to you, but you're different 
now. You think that merely because you are 
the great Bob who builds dams, that it is re- 
quired I love you. You'll never make me love 
you that way." 

It hurt her terribly when he merely shrug- 
ged. "Oh. you'll call me up in a few days," he 
said. "I'm not worried. Remember there are 
plenty of girls." 

That had been over three weeks ago, and 
now, tonight he had come back to her, wanting 
to know why she didn't love him. Oh, no Pam- 
ela did not call him. That probably was what 
had angered him. He had come back because 
some of the fellows had been kidding him 
about getting the air. Now if he had given the 
girl the air, as he frequently did when he tired 
of someone, it wou!d have been all right. But 
his pride was hurt. Pamela would not be 
pushed around, and although it pained her 
not to be with him, it would have pained her 
worse to be treated like just any girl. Pamela 
wondered, however, when it would end? Were 
they both going to be so stubborn their whole 
lives would be wrecked? No one will ever 
know what bitter tears a girl can cry at a time 
like this. 

That night it started to rain. Oh, it wasn't 
much. A drizzle. People at the dam were al- 
ways worried at this stage because the water 
had been turned into a lake temporarily and 



any rain is cause for worry. But this shower 
didn't seem like much. When It increased, how- 
ever, during the night, more men were called 
up. Finally when it showed no signs of abating, 
alt the construction men were alerted and vol- 
unteers were called from the town. The news 
that there waB a seriouB danger of the dam 
failing, brought everyone to his feet. Fast cal- 
culations showed that the town itself was in 
no danger, but the construction work was 
cracking. 

Like all the rest of the people in town, 
Pamela hurried to the site, and there under the 
flood lights she could see Bob, frantically giv- 
ing orders to stem the tide. And still the rain 
came down. He was magnificent, but no matt 
can stand in the face of assured misfortune. 
Little by little the water seeped in around the 
newly laid cement works, and little by littlt 
began to dissolve the beams. 

When it was obvious that six months work 
was going to be washed away, the men stood 
by with long faces streaked with hopelessness. 
Their toils, their pains and anxiety were being 
washed away. There was no use fighting it any 
longer. The rain continued to pour down on 
them. 

Bob ordered all the men out of the way when 
it was obvious the dam was going to break. He, 
himself, was still not in a very safe position, 
apparently not caring whether he were washed 
away or not. Then he heard Pamela call and he 
went to her. She was in his arms now, telling 
him that she loved him, trying to cheer him, 
trying to help him hide the tears which filled 
his face. Bob went home with her that night, 
this time not as the boastful, swashbuckling 
construction boss, but just as a little boy whose 
house of blocks had been torn down. 

'Now, I love you, Bo;.." Pamela told him, 
"Now and forever." 

» ND these two proud people, sat in each'! 
others arms, their shoes covered with 
mud, their faces tired and worn, their eyes 
filled with tears. Then suddenly, they realized 1 
they were very happy, and very much in love.' 
At last they understood one another. 
THE END 
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JjAter, 

, BEATS 

! mam n^r 

m the 

ISTAUIIANT, 
OMOT MY 




ARE YOU SURE \ THAT JEALOUS. ROLE ISN'T VERY ) 
"FONDAS THE J BKOWIMG TO YOUpTONt. WHY 
WORD? J DOH'T YOU JOiN US? SHE'S ASKED 
WE TO BRING "YOU ALONG . PAULA IS 
A WONDERFUL PERSON TO KNOW. 



NO THANKS— I WOULDN'T THINK 
OF INTRUDING OW YOUR BEAUTIFUL 
CHEMISTRY TALKS. 
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now... 

F 

liach month True Confessions 
brings you beautifully 
illustrated full-length stories... 

exciting tales of courtship and 
marriage, heartbreak and 
adventure, real-life stories told by 
the people who have lived them. 

Plus a beautiful Your Home 

section... a magazine within 
a magazine . . . filled with beauty 
tips, fine cookery recipes, child- 
care advice, and complete 
up-to-the-minute fashion pages. 



tore women are buying 
than ever before! 





Have you asked for a copy of 
the nation's largest selling romance 
magazine at the newsstands? 

If not, you're missing 
THE BEST MAGAZINE BUY 
FOR YOUR MONEY IN AMERICA! 



Join the nearly two million women who ^ n J ((^h^/^^§^^) ever y montrl - 
ASK AT THE NEWSSTAND FOR YOUR COPY NOW! . 



